CHAPTER XXI
GRANET strolled down to his bungalow and found
Carlotta lying in a nest of cushions in one of his
chairs, her feet up on the other. She was looking a
little fragile and she greeted him with a very wist-
ful smile. Her eyes shone with pleasure, however,
as he came towards her without any visible signs of
annoyance*
"I heard of you this morning/' she confided.
"My sister has been up to the Manoir/'
"Look here, young lady," he protested, waving
her remark on one side, "is this my bungalow or
yours?"
"Ours," she told him with a mischievous, rather
impish grin. "Why do you fight so blindly against
your fate?"
"My fate seems to be that I have to fetch an-
other chair," he remarked as he let himself in and
dragged one out. "I am going to sit here for a few
minutes only, child I can't spare any more time to
frivol with you this morning* I have to write to my
lawyers, three family letters and then spend half an
hour or so before lunch pottering about with some
of those marvellous plants of her truant ladyship's/9
"You seem to be always doing things for other
people," she complained passionately. **Why can't
you be content to do things for me? I should like